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“The Song of the Sirens”’
By DOROTHY SCARBOROUGH.

DWARD LUCAS WHITE, aunthor of

El Supremo and The Dnwilling
Vestal, sueressiul impressionistie histori-
eal novels presenting the life of Para-
goay and of aneient Rome, now torms his
tidents to the short story.
volume, The Song of the Sivens, he brings
together a dozen narratives of far eoun-
Here he is Jess

sueeessiil, for in a sbort fale it s more

In this new

iries and the dim past.

difficult to reercate remote seenes and in-
cidents than in a novel, where there is
more time in which fo reproduee the at-
mosphere at it was.

The medents i these slodies seem
veracious and sueh as might have hap-
pened long ago, or ol least more than or-
dinary scholarship would be required to
point out anachromsms. But the dia-
logue is in various eases inconsistently
modern. It isn't likely thal a daughter
of antique Greece would speak of ber
father as Daddy and “dear old Dad,” or
call her lover “You awful child.” The
conversations have the eolloquial charae-
ter of present day speech, as where Casar
sneers atl Clodius, “You'd be philandenng
around my wife if yon dared. You, ready
to risk anything, let alone everything, for
her sake.” And again, be calls him “You
ninny !’ In the same story Pompey's
wife remarks, “One never does the sight-
seeing that is cusicst.” But perhaps Mr.
White seeks mwodern  oguivalents for
Roman slang.

In every respivt save in dislogue the
verisimilitude 15 convineing. The de-
seriptions are vivid and cach detail of hife
is impressive,

The preface is the most inleresting part
of the book, for here (he author analyzes
his dream life, showing the penesis of the
narratives in the colleclion. Their dream
origin gives them a peculiar imaginative
power, {ogether with an unsubstantialty.
White says:

“A day dreamer 1 Lave been from boy-
hood, haunted, no matter what my task,
by imaginations, mostly approximating
some form of fielitious narrative; imagi-
nations beyond my power to banish and
seldom entirely within my power to alter,
modify ar sontrol,

“Besides, | have i my sleep dreamed
many dreams which after waking T eould
remember;  some  dimly, vaguely or
faintly; others clearly, vividly or in-
tensely. A majority of these dreams have
been such as come o most sleepers, but a
migority have been suel as visit few
dreamers,

“Sometimes I wake with the most dis-
tinet reeollection of a pieture, definite
and with a moltitude of details. Such
was the dream, on the uight of February
17, 1906, in which T saw the vision vn
which is hased (he talo of The Song of the
Sirens; saw it not as a painted pie-
tare, but as if T had been on the eross-
trees of a vessel under that intense blue
sky, gazing at the magie islet and its por-
tentous oreupanis. The drram was more
marvellous sinee there was nothing in lit-
erature or art suggesting anything which
I beheld in that vision of the {wo living
shapes."”

Some of the sorics possess considera-
ble dramatic foree, as The Flambeau
Bracket, concerning which the wniter
syt
“Often T wake with the sensation of
having just finished reading a book or
story. Generally | can reeall the form
apd appearanee of the book and ean al-
most see the last page, size, shape, quality
of paper and kind of type, with every
letter of the last sentenee.

“Saeh a dream was that from whieh [
woke shuddering, tingling with horror of
the revelation at the end of The Flam-
heaw Bracket, with the last three sentenees
of il, word [or word as they stand in the
story, branded on my sight. Yet 1 was
nol able (o reeall in ils entirety the tule
T had just read, for i the dream the
whole action took place on the window-
sill, nnd what was said and done there dis-
rlosed all that had gone before and im-
phied nnnustakably all that was to come
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after. . This seperfative arfistry 1 weuld
not attain to in wnting the tale.”

fiscola, which is the outstanding story
in the book, owes ifs ereation (o a dream
which recurred again and again, over a
period of twelve yedrs, coming semetimes
twiee weekly, sometimes only onee in six
months,

“Ihisrola is told exaectly as I dreameld
it; the ending, from getling my cyes
ahove the level of the windowsill, came
unee only.  Three or four times the dream
hegan wath my eseape from the massa-
ere of my company in the wood; gener-
ally, however, it began when 1 awoke in
the dark in the dream and saw the hight
twinkling fur away across the valley. No
existept path whieh my feet have trod
is better known to me than that dream
path, But the climax of that
dream amazed me even more than the
elimax of the tale will probably startle a
sensitive reader, T, in my dream, did not
read it: it huppened to me. The diaboli
cal ingenuity of it still gives me spinal in-
tuitions."

These pictures and near piclures, to
use the author’s own term in another ap-
plication, are interesting more from the
standpoint of dream psyehology than
that of history or literature.

THE SOXG OF THE SIRENS, By Ep
wakp Locas Wummme E. P. Dutton &
o, $1.90,

“A Daughter of
Two Worlds"”

DAUGHTER OF TWO WORLDS,
by Leroy Secott, is a fine mixture
of love and erime. During its eourse
three murders are saccomplished, the
lieroine commits forgery twice and mar-
ries as often, disappearances are an
everyday oorurrence and  the
acters are lorever clutching al one uan-
other’s throats and threatening unutler-
able things. A shudder for every page
is Mr. Seott's rule. He has the most
envishle faculty of making al crimes ap-
pear justifinhle—exactly what we would
have done ourselves in the eireumstances
even to the blackest murder of Black
Jerry.  This delightful charaeter is the
proprivtor of a low danee hall in New
York and has the distinetion of being the
heroine's father. When his daughter Jen-
nie is sixteen, still a ehld in faet wilh
ouly one forgery to her credil, be devides
that the dancing den is no place for her
and enters her m a {ashionable pris
school under an assumed name. having
every confidence that she will eventually
eomquer her new world.

Mr. Seott shows great ability at char-
acterizabion snd & most ingenious inag-
nation.  Although his story follows o
heaten track, it is so dexterously and dra-
matically handled as to bear telling agam.
The grnm figure of Black Jorry is strongly
drawn, Jennie's three lovers arm varied
and convineing, while Jennie herself s
that felicitous combination of fun, beauty
and falent native to melodrama.  After
she has conquered the new world the old
one 15 seen o have followed her in its
dogied way and o be about to eonfound
her. It is enough to make you pgmash
vou feeth and vet it develops for the best,
With many a flourish of revolvers the
story ends minus several of the onginal
cast, it is true, but happily withal. Tt will
give wlid satisfaetion 1o lovers of lurid
sentimentality and’ turdling of the blood’
in the way of light reading, and thers are
nany =0 addicted.

char-

\ PAUGHTER OF TWO WORLDS. by
Loy Scorr. Boston: Heughton Mifflia
Company. $1.60,

“An American Poilu”’

HE letters which have been put to-
T eether to make An American Poiln
were written between July 21, 1017, und
November 18, 1918, by an Ameriean
his thirties who was first an orderly in
the hospital at Nemliy. There hn met a
wounded French eaptain of infantry with
whom he formed 3 strong friendship.  As
a resalt the Ameriean, o— H—no,
obtained permission from the War De.
partment to ealist in the Freneh army and
went to the front with his friend. In
June, 1918, this American potln won the
(roit de Cunerre: alterward he was ngain
Seited” and when the war ended he was
recovering rem a shot which disablidd hoth
knems,

This Ameviesm was evidently a man of
sensitive and poetie temperament and s
lotters <o reflert Lis aceustomed dreams
and his habitnal clevation agd refinemwnt
of poctie thought that sny attempt to
mimmarize them would be fogle Nor
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would it be poesible to do them justivq by
bricf guotations. Tt is best simply fo
chardeterize them; and perbaps this may
most adequately he dose by repeating
part uf the mtroduction Lo the book, writ-
ten by Sara Ware Basselt of Boslon. She
ays of B—— H -

“He wus not a boy to be Yaseinated by
e glamour of adventure; neither was he
of the type to whose imagination a mili-
fary eareer appealed. It was omly Jus
love for Prauce and for his fellow man
thai lored him. . . . His modest -
light in his Croix de Guerre and in his
sevond eration is childlike in its wonder,
‘I have been eited for the Freneh Cross—
1, whe was never a soldier!” Tt was, as he
said, ‘the elimax of the uncxpected.” He
alludes only sketchily, however, fo° the
martial turmoil seething about him. In-
stesul his letters are redolent with the per-
fume of gardens and rieh with the kaleido-
seopic hues of countryside, stream and
woodland.”

Which is all just and true. We may
illustrate with two sentenees from a let-
ter written in hospital: “At 7 o'clock
Grandméire will come in and twenty heads
(some bandsged like badly wrapped
mummies—an eye, 4 nose, ‘en panne’) will
pop up from twenty cots and ery ‘Bon
jour, Grandmére.” Then the blessé near-
est the window will reach out with a
erutch and open the casement, and gold,
dew, leaves, garden, mormn, {ragranee wiil
rush in and chase the slep oit of the
Those who look {or the
loveliness of life about them will he nour-
ished by this book of letters.

AN AMERICAN POILU, By B— H —
Boston: Little, Brown & Co. $1.35.

“The. Private Wire
To Washington”

TIII". “man who stayed home” in war

time has been made the hero of at
leust two plays sinee 1914, and in each
ease he did it voluntarily to play the spy.

But the man who stays home in The Pri-
rate Wire to Washington does so for not
<0 laudable 3 reason and then turns sevretl
service agent in an effort to gef even with
the persons who eansed his undoing. Just
whal that reason was or who were the
persons who ecansed Robert Winthrop to
wot into this mess this reporter deelines to
reveal here.  Harold MaeGrath's solution
of the mystery is allogether too elever and
{oo unexpecied (granting its unreality) to
he spoiled for the reader in advance. The
cvents in the book surely do put Hobert
Winthrop in a very bad light, and on the
day that Molly Ellis discovered Win-
throp's spertacles were made of common
glass things locked very dark for him in-
deed. For Winthrop let it be known be
couldn’t get into the army beeause his eyes
were not up to the proper military stand-
arel.

Much of thiz is revealed through ine-
dents oevurring at the Elbs country place
on the south ghore of Long Island, where
Klig pere has u private wire to Washing-
fom instslled. Tt is diseovered thal some
one in The house 1S receiving messages
from Washington that are used against
the United States in the proserution of
the war. Every one takes a hand at finding
out who nses the wire, but it is Robert Win-
throp who rveally spots the reeciver of m-
formation, aided by some seeret serviee men
who are the real thing. Bl this w not all.
Having the wen who transmitied the news
In the enemy submarme lying off the evast
was one Lhing; to “pot” the submarine was
yuite another.. And here Robort Winthirop
shone again.  Only before he left on this
st perilous stunt of all he had to write
a Jetter to Molly setfing himself straight,
which letter forms the real elue to the plot.
I this tale of action Mr. Mactirath bas
spun one of the best of all his yams and
ome that has a “kwk™ at the end of a
novel and quite unexpeeted sharacter.

THE FRIVATE WIRE TO WASHING
TON. By Harortn Mactinari. larper &
Bruthers, $1.55.

“Phoebe"”’
By GRANT M. OVERTON.

T would be pleasanter not to say an)
thing at all about Phache,  Bu
Phoebe is by Elanor tiat=, who wiote
Ihe Poor Little Ruh or?, und poople
will be curions sabout it and wonder why
we say nothing. So we had better -y
that Eleanor Gates has written another
story about another powor etk el g,
only not so gead; in ficr, ot oeod af il
ks poor hitle ricl il s [ yenrs old
and her father talks to Loe strangely.

“iWell, yor see,” her lather answored,
raving sou go this way spars! vour dem
little heart. No good-bys or tears.  But
pretty seon Grandma's, with Uncle Bol.
and Unele Jobn, ind o g garden and @
horse——"

“‘A horse!”

We vannot emupass (ourselves) the pie
tare of @ 1-venr-old in these days who
would stand for that sort of thig; andd
even aty children seidom marvel st the
iden of a horse.  Despites the triomphs ol
Henry Ford eity cluldren do not have 1o
go to the zoo to wor a hors.  This passage
is not a lapse, The anthor of Phoehe in-
sists throughout upon a childhness that
will exeite bewilderment where it does noi
APOonse SCOrm.

The story is all shout the termble
tragedy  af the 1yesrold when her
father tock her Crom her mother and ber
mother went (s Hemo (where she died) :
and the dreadfal anxictios of Phocbe con-
cerning a possible siepmother und the
happy resolution of these matters. All
that this 14-year-old knows about the
world seems to have been gleaned from
wttendance at the movies, and surely
uever was a story in which the movies
were menlioned so often and with such
constant and unentieal rapture. Wilham
S. Hart eould well afford (o buy an eds-
tion of Phocbe and give it away o all his
friends and enemies; il would be good ad-
vertigng. Ourselves, we get immense de-
light out of young girl stories as writlen
by sueh popular novelists as Gene Strut-
ton-Porter and Eleanor Hallowell Abboti
—but whatever may be said about ihe
work of these wrilers il is not ammmie.
Phoebe is, quite painfully so.

PHOEBE. By Eizasosn Gares,
Sally & Co. $1.50,

“Green Valley"'

QIFITE the best thing about Katharine

Revnolds's tale of Green Valley 15
the dedication, whieh is “To all the liftle
one horse towns, where life is sweet and
roomy and old fashioned; where the days
gre full of sunshine and rain and work;
wher: neighbors really neighbor and men
and women ar life size.” If this were fol-

mearvelled  Phoche.”

George

- lowed by a real story il would have point

as well as charm ; but the book is not mueh
more than an expansion of the dedieation.
There is here really no story. At the ont-
set we meet the Young Man and the
Young Woman; after a very few chaplers
they find themselves fogether in Green
Valley, with neither rivalled in the at-
tention of the other; and the reader sef-
tles down more or less patiently for the
only predietable outeome of their pleas-
ant proximify. a

The Young Woman is the danghter of a
diplomat, no less; the Young Man is the
“last of the Churelills"—only his name
happens to be .Joln Roger Churehiil
Knight, fur his father was a missionary
in India, whose admirable devotion to his
life work eventually killed his bomesick
wife. The reader may feel that the affair
of Namny Ainsle and the Hev.
Knight is unduly retarded. but the reader
will be eonscious that the author does not
foel that wuy. Her pages are flled with
the life of Green Valley, a aonll Muddle
Western town, populatssdl by—the people
whe inhabit such towns, There are the
mean man, the town drunkand, the old
lndy whe sets every one's affairs right.

GREEN VALLEY. By Kumauxe Revs
oLps., Busten: Little, Bronn & Ca, $1.50.

takes you inte Alrice.”

nd lLeroie saerifice.”

The Crescent Moon

Scgurd Edition Ready this Weet

B: Capt. F. BRETT YOUNG, Author of “Marching on Tanga.”
The New York Tribune calle it “A cingulerly pcweriul tele.”
The Boston Post: “A real vorn, so well written that it actually

The Warld: A flaming steiy ¢f rection, devotion treas hey
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